The Comic dl Hifiorie of 

Portia. Toolong a p^ufc for that vFfeich you findeth«r«, 
^rag. What’s here Iche pourtraitof ablinkuig ldeot, 
Prefenting me a Scedule •• I will rcade it. 

How much unlike art thou to Portia ? 

,How much unlike my fao^pes, and my dcfervings f 
who choofeth me, Jhatt hav£ afmtich at he deferves. 

Did ! deferve no more chan a'fooles head ? 

Is that my prize ? are my dcferts no better ? 

Tor. To offend and /udge are diftinA offices, 

And of oppofed natures. Arrag, What is hefe ? 

The Fire feven times tried thii. 

Seven times trjedthatjttdge^ent u. 

That did never choofe amife : 

Some there be that (hadotves kjfe^ 

Such have but a Jhadovees blif r, 

Therebefooles alive I rets. 

Silvered ore, andfo was this. 

Take what wife you will to bed, 

1 will ever be your head : 

So be gone ,yott are ^ed, 

Arrag. Still more foolcl ffiall appeart 
By the time I linger here : 

With one fooles head I came to weoc , 

Bat I goc away with two. 

Sweet adiew , He keepe my oath , 

Patiently to bcare my wroth. 

For. Thus hath the candle'fing’d the moath; 

O thefe deliberate fooles, when they doe choofe. 

They have their wifdomc by their wit to loofe. 

Ner. The ancient faying is no herefie , 

Hanging and wiving goes by deftinie. 

For, Come draw the curtainc Nerrifa. 

Enter (Jidejfenger, 

Mejf. Where is my Lady ? 

( Por. Here , what would my Lord ? 

Mejf. Madam, there is a-lighted at your gate 


the UenhanHf Venice, 

A young Veftetian, one that comes b^e 
To iigflifief th’aproacliing of his Lord, 

From whom he bringethfenfible regreets } 

To wit,fbefidcs commends and curious breath) 

Gifts of rich value, ; yet I have not fcenc 
S© likely an EmbalTadouc of love. 

A day in April never came fo fwecr 

To Ihow how coftly Summer was at hand, 

As this forc-fpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Ptfrtia. No more I pray thee, lam halfc a-feard 
Thou wilt fay OTone he is fome kin to thee. 

Thou fpcndft fuch high day wit in prayfing him 
Come,comenNerryfa,£ot I long to fee 
C^icke C»^Vf/Poft that comes fomannerly. 

Netrifa. Safdnio, Lord^Love if thy will it be. Exeunt t 

SAanieandSalarino. 


Solanto. Now wnat nc wes on tne Kyaito r 
Salarii Why yet it lives there uncheckt,that Anthonie hath a 
foipofrich)ading wrackt on the narrow fcas ; the Goodwins I 
thirifce th^ call the place, a very dangerous flat, and fatal!, where 
the ca'rcaffes of many a tall Ihip He buried, as they fay,ifmy Goffip 
Report bean honeft woman ot her word. 

Solanto. I would fhe were as lying a Goflip in that,as ever 
ktiapt Ginger,or made her neighbours beleeve fhe wept for the 
death of a third husband : but it is true, without any flips of pro- 
lixity,orcronjng the plain high way oftalke, ihatthcgood 
thonio,t\\Q honeft oAnthonio } O that I had a title good enough to 
keepe his name company. 

Salari, Come,tbe fall flop. 

what fay eff thou, why the end is, he hath loft a fhip, 
Salari. I would it might prove the end of his Ioffes. 

Solanio, Let me fay Amen betimes, left: theDcvillcroflemy 
hecrc he comes in the likenefle of a lew. , How now 
SJyloekeyvrhax. newes among the Merchants ? , Snter ShyloJ^. 

knew, none fb wcll,none fb welI,asyou>ofmy daugh- 

^Salari. Thats certainc, I for my part knew the Taylor that 
tnadc the wings fhe flew withall, ^ 
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